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Contributing Artists 



These are just some of the artists that have contributed to Ubernothing. Here, in their own words, 

they are immortally personalized. 



Robert Annis 

Robert Annis is an observer that writes because he's afraid of doing anything else. He writes to tell 
people things they already know in a new way, a grimier and a prettier way. Robert is currently 
completing his first poetry collection and applying for MFA programs around the country. 



Aurailieus Artist 

Markus Aurailieus, first burst into the Tampa bay area art scene when he joined the ArtKasts, an artist 
collective founded by Amanda Stiles, that featured groundbreaking artists such as Aurailieus , Amanda 
stiles, Mike Goodwine and "Chainsaw" Chuck Majewski, the group joined as an alliance of emerging 
artist hell bent on breaking into St. Pete's art scene, which the group felt was too exclusive to their 
particular brand of art. The team banged away, putting on over 14 art shows in one year's time- 
instantly sending these names into the bay area art scene, and for two years running snagged creative 
loafing's " best of the bay" award for visual artist, first in 2007 by Amanda Stiles, then in 2008 by 
Aurailieus himself, the group ultimately disbanded, after the initial need of forming the group was 
satisfied, and every artist involved became an established artist in the art community. 

Markus Aurailieus is a self taught artist that was born in September of 1983, in Camden, New Jersey 
and was eventually relocated to St. Petersburg Florida. Markus Aurailieus's art has been stolen , burnt, 
and protested against in His earlier days due to its somewhat controversial nature, although his latest 
works seems to better balance controversial and aesthetically pleasing imagery creating works that 
engage rather than offend the viewer. Aurailieus Is strongly influenced by Jean Michel Basquiat , a 
neo-expressionist painter, whose works helped Markus find his style which is commonly referred to as 
"Urban Expressionism" or " Graffiti art." Markus Aurailieus has no formal training, but continues to 
increase his ability to convey powerful expressions through his art. 



Wayne Williams 

Born 1/18/53. I've acquired many titles in my life, but artist has been the most accurate since the 
earliest of memories. For me, few endeavors reward more than the process of bringing new art into 
the world. During the late '80s through the '90s, I worked as a 3D computer animator, I've been a 
photographer since the mid '70s, and a poet since the late '60s. Photography is still my love, and 
poetry will always be my passion. Currently, I work in communications & marketing, where I call on 
my creative skills every day to construct informational and promotional pieces. I also host Poets Live!; 
an open mic venue which has given poets in the Tampa Bay area a place to read their work since April 
of 2006. 



Stephanie Mesler 

Stephanie Mesler is a poet, playwright, story-teller, eroticist, musician, preacher, teacher and mom. 
She has been previously published in For the Girls, Skysong, Columbus Monthly, Bedtime Stories and 
Art and, most recently, in Pillowtalk, the October 2011 edition. Her play, Mothers' Days, was 
presented at Third Avenue Performance Space and was nominated for a Columbus Theater Guild 
award. She has recently been poet of the week for Poetry Highway. In Second Life, she was recently 
awarded The Deck award for poetry. Ms. Mesler currently lives and writes in Florida. She is madly in 
love with a rocket scientist and her recent works reflect her current condition. She is also a mother of 
a teenager much used to the details of her life being fodder for fiction. Ms. Mesler is also a budding 
birder and motor bike rider. Before year's end, she plans to be a fisherwoman. 

To see more of her work go to: http://apoetsproqroqress.bloqspot.com/ 



Victor Florence 

Victor Florence was born and raised in Tampa, Florida. He studies English Literature at University of 
South Florida. He can be reached at vflorence@mail.usf.edu 



Cameron Hawskins 

In the winter of 2011, I moved to my great grandparent's abandoned farm in this isolated town of 
3,000 people. I was without any transportation for a lengthy time, so a lot of my time was spent 
writing music, of course this wasn't a problem. I recorded a variety of songs and sounds from material 
that I had gathered in a year's time. I availed the opportunity to finally put it all together. The two 
songs featured here are part of the compilation of material I gathered. You can find the rest of these 
songs on my Sound Cloud " http://soundcloud.com/cameronhoskins622 ". My email is 
hoskins22@qmail.com for questions or comments. 



Editor's Note 



Dear Readers, 

For writers, poets and artists alike, the scariest moment of any day is often sitting down to confront 
the blank page or canvas. Amidst the pedestrian drone of modern life, there are few challenges more 
terrifying, intimidating and exhilarating than tackling pure creation as the white nothingness stares 
back. And yet, authors of all shapes and sizes somehow manage to plumb the depths of their thoughts 
and experience for the sake of breathing life into art - animating the empty void. This is no small feat, 
and it deserves to be celebrated. 

For a moment, let us forget about the distinction between amateur and professional. The quality of the 
work is important, but secondary. At Ubernothing, we're primarily focused on showcasing the brave 
souls that conquer the obstacle mentioned above on a regular basis. 

This online literary journal fancies itself a host of fascinating creations and discussions - a salon that 
floats and expands in cyberspace. In addition to some national and international standouts, the first 
three issues boasted diverse and compelling examples of poetry, paintings, sculpture and installation 
art from the burgeoning Tampa art scene. This fourth issue is no different. 

As usual, the level of visual art from the likes of Bradley Paul Valentine, Anny Mefford and Aurailieus 
Artist is astounding. This month's collection also features poetry from Victor Florence, Robert Annis 
and a series of profound, and equally hilarious, works by Louis Kern. However, there are several firsts 
in Issue #4 as well. 

We saw our first music submissions with Cameron Hoskins' The Forms and A Day's Interlude. That's 
right! Our editorial board is now lending our ears to your sonic indulgences, and for the record, I think 
that should count as two body parts. We also received our first external film submission, which is an 
amusing short entitled Take the Helm from Writer/Director and Actor Nate Cochran. They call that a 
triple-threat filmmaker, folks. 

If there's one thing we lack here at Ubernothing, it's prose. I'd really love to read more of your 
sharpest short stories and flash fiction. We need your finest character dramas, comedies and 
mysteries. Dust off that black and white composition notebook of random musings. Tweak those 
experiments from that Creative Writing class. By no means do these pieces have to be traditional, but 
I want unforgettable characters and protagonists that change. I know that the next generation of 
great writers is out there preparing to pounce. In the meantime, enjoy the fourth installment of 
Ubernothing, and thanks for reading. 

Sincerely, 

Editor #5 



Terrorist Balloon 

Bradley Paul Valentine 

Spring Hill, FL 




Self Portrait 

Bradley Paul Valentine 

Spring Hill, FL 




Untitled 

Bradley Paul Valentine 

Spring Hill, FL 




Xanax 

Victor Florence 

Tampa, FL 

Half a Xanax and an awkward hug, 

gifts to my sister 

at our mother's funeral. 

My father-in-law owns 

a mortuary just outside town, 

near the old playground. 

Tomorrow, I have to deal 

with lawyers and bills 

and what to do 

with an unfinished will. 

Sunday night, 

after the ceremony, 

I snuck into my mother's study 

and stole her wedding photo. 

I'm amazed by how well 

she kept my bedroom. 

It's as if I have never 

left this house. 

The stairs creak 

and the floor boards speak, 

mistaking me 

for someone else. 

I feel ashamed the morning after 
by how well I slept. 
It's as if nothing 
ever happened. 



Black 

Victor Florence 

Tampa, FL 

i 

He comes home to the sounds 
of bruises being sewn in 
with closed hands. He passes 
the kitchen where she paints 
the linoleum with words tinted 
with merlot and plaque. The thump 
of their daughter's back against 
the plaster hid his footsteps 
as he slid into his study where 
the whisper of the wooden door 
moving over the carpet calls 



out for him. 

II 

The red wine ring 
curls next to you 
as you sleep on 
the living room 
floor. I turn off 
the TV and cover 
you with my 
comforter. 

Before morning 
I hear you crying 
so I help you 
to the bathroom. 
I stand you up 
in front of the sink 
while you hold my 
arm. The wet 
porcelain is cold 
beneath my feet. 

The florescent 

light above sharpens 

the darkness that 

sinks in through 

the window as 

I clean your face 

and give you water 

through my cupped hand. 



A Pale Light 

Victor Florence 

Tampa, FL 

I remember a pale light curling round the darkness 

Like petals tossed into a river. 

For a moment I can see a shadow 

Fall from my father. 

Together we watch the storm 

Roll in from the sea. 

We used to live by the sea 

Where boat lights puncture the darkness; 

That is, unless there were reports of a storm. 

Sometimes we would go to the mouth of the river. 

Best place to fish, according to my father, 

But you can't let them see your shadow. 

The tree near my window became a shadow 
Of a monster that crawled out of the sea. 
I called out for my father 



Until I heard his footsteps in the darkness. 

He told me that I was no fish in the river 

And reminded me how brave I could be during a storm. 

I remember how he would smoke during a storm- 

An ember floating in a sea of shadows 

Spilling smoke like rain into a river, 

A river into the sea. 

The crackle of tobacco whispered in the darkness 

Before vanishing into the breath of my father. 

Those would be the only sounds from my father 
When we would watch the coming storm. 
Two people lost in the darkness, 
Suspended in the shadows 
Like two boat lights in the sea 
Drifting away from the river. 

These moments, like petals in a river, 

Curl round the current left by my father. 

We are waves in a sea 

Lit by a pale light from a storm. 

In a flash we throw our shadows 

Away from the darkness. 

From the darkness of time's river 
I mold a shadow into my father: 
Flashes from the storm by the sea. 



Art Pollution 

Aurailieus Artist 

St. Petersburg, FL 

mixed media work on wood; 48"x60" 




Android Love 

Aurailieus Artist 

St. Petersburg, FL 

mixed media on paper; 18"x24" 




Protest 1 

Louis Kern 

Dunedin, FL 

Richard Pryor practiced self-immolation as a form of protest against Iraq, 
He burst into flames in front of the coffee shop without a warning, 
Richard Pryor took several steps to the front door then stopped. 

I asked him about it and why he would commit such an atrocity. 

He was crackling and agitated while cappuccinos steamed inside, 

When he coughed he spoke in brief about his abhorrence of violence. 

"Mesopotamia is shredded but the stakes 

Were never high enough. The stakes could have been higher! 

Never the less thousands are dead, but never dear/' 

Richard Pryor broke into halves. 

He was a cindering pile of remains, 

With the coffee shop operating to this day. 



Protest 2 



Kurt Vonnegut was disheveled and standing on a street corner when he was robbed. 

He gave the man change then was punched in the abdomen, 

Kurt Vonnegut was in pain doubled over when his wallet was lifted from his pants. 

I asked him about it and why nobody around him had intervened. 

He leaned against the cross walk post and clasped his guts 

Where he had been stricken, and irritated by the predictability of every scoundrel. 

"We all rob each other in subtle 

Sometimes petty jibes. You know, 

I could go for a hot open faced sandwich/' 

Kurt Vonnegut went with me to the diner across the street. 

He was in remarkably good humor and to think 

With him, coming from Dresden as something as serious as a soldier, 

Was hard to imagine. 



Protest 3 



Jack Palance rummaged through my fridge very late at night. 

He rummaged without cause or care for a single item . 

Jack Palance picked and tossed everything into a disorder. 

I asked him about it and the abandon with which he rummaged. 

He was sandy and sunburnt and grumbled as a matter of fact, 

But before he said anything he picked a bit of chicken leg from his teeth. 

"To-day was my beach-day 

And I am thirsty. Please tell 

Me you have some Kool-Aid." 

Jack Palance slammed the fridge door shut. 

He breathed heavy and sandy in the dark 

With the moon light at his leathery back. 



List #4: The Wistful 



Jasper Ingenue 

Pittsburgh, PA 

mainline clipped twice spilling salt for seven days the glow happens hung by toes the trampling hung 
by fault lines weeping the Glow happens I pray like Galileo I whimper like Aleister Crowley the world's 
first piss ant thriving by voodoo we kiss the Void embracing heartfelt fucks we join needlelike fallow 
gifts cradled like the Tramp's frown spit into hellholes writhing symmetry of horseheads lythe lyres 
bleeding manifestos jammed through toilets I trawl the megawords only to arrive at Cunt the Almighty 
slipped to me through black crevices like the lovenote of 1984. 



Take the Helm 



Nate Cochran 

Clearwater, FL 



To watch this video go to: 
http://vimeo.eom/l 1385378 



Layla Like the Image in her Head 

Julien Burnham 

Tampa, FL 

Daddy touches her the way she wants him to deep inside her 
Curves like that of her mother's born with the same soft thighs 

She sings in her sleep like a broken violin bending life by her voice to flats 
Where sharps once rose to angels who have yet to quit smoking 

Hot is what they call her but she wishes it were cute as the wallows from the willow 
Ricochet outside her room and keep her up and sockets dry like wisdom teeth removed 

So she can no longer cry or see the latest suicide attempt but she tastes it 
Like burnt chocolate that for one reason or another momma left on top 

The stove is a part of a world outside her mind she compensates for with back 
Door dates that bring her home where everything is done with all due respect 

Which is another way of saying with none at all to help her past the pills and 
Alcohol bottles that line her room and cast shadows down on to her maidenhood 

Are images of rotund men with narrow necks lost in her tight embrace as she leaves 
Scratch marks like ladder rungs leading her to some place safe she knows not where but 

There are clean sheets in the cupboard and warm milk on the stove that night 

She learned to like it that no one could see her but only what she wanted them to see 

Was the blood between her fingernails and how she use to close her eyes before 
He turned the lights off and proved how much she never really knew 

She could be happy without a crutch or laugh without a grin to hide 
The fact she only ever felt herself when being loved by him 



I want to make you cry to God 
and it will be me who answers 



Julien Burnham 

Tampa, FL 

An ant hill on top of a mountain is 
little consolation when considering 
the piercing coal-choked cry that 
tears into the sky. One can only 
wonder: 



Is it the heroine or Papaver they are after? 

A steam engine barrels 95 down 
a lateral embankment that may 
or may not end in disaster. The conversation 
within the dining car revolves around 
the ideology of time while someone 
else unbuttons Suzy's saddle. (Sub- 
urban punks will lament a Banksy 
on the north face of the fourth car). 

I wish I were the keeper of those buttons. 

Ants offer poor comparison when it comes 
to men. They work so well that it leaves 
little room for error (approximation). 
To the hill tops we march with our 
bundles of taffeta, trailing buttons as we 
scale the deep fur incline. 
We make camp. Light a smoke. 
Pat each other on the back. 

The Pleiades shine so well sometimes. 

We knit and grunt simultaneously 

a darling communion dress. (I imagine 

caressing each button between the salivation 

of my tongue and thighs). We moan 

like cloistered satyrs with each cross stitch. 

Suzy likes ant farms far more 
than she could ever tell. She 
shakes them in private and 
watches them choke on chenille. 

Our laughs stain dry the dew that whisks 

away the evidence of our presence 

on the mountain. Except of course for the train, 

only it remains a dead centipede 

disemboweled. 



Forms 

Cameron Hoskins 

Chattanooga, TN 



(Music available at Ubernothing.com) 



A Day's Interlude 



Cameron Hoskins 

Chattanooga, TN 



(Music available at Ubernothing.com) 



Rainbow Out My Door 1 



Wayne Williams 

Largo, FL 




Rainbow Out My Door is a photo taken from my apartment porch, of one of the brightest 
rainbows I've ever seen. The phenomena of nature never seems to wane in its ability to amaze 
and captivate. Sometimes we stop and record it. As a digital artist, I'm always looking at new 
techniques to add interest or a unique aspect to an image. The manipulation applied to these 
photographs is something I discovered last year; and while it's not an overly complex process, 
there is always a lot of trial and error in finding a method that enhances a particular image, as 
well as finding images that lend themselves to a new technique. This photo, with it's title 
element, a broad storm sky, and minimal detail pieces created an interesting, flowing abstract 
that for me reflects the playful flavor of Joan Miro. 



By the Mill Creek 1965 

Stephanie Mesler 

Space Coast and Pasco County, FL 

Laying in hot September grass, 
scabby knees protrude beneath a yellow skirt, 
sockless feet protected by muddied sneakers. 
The dog keeps watch of the main road, 
trusting no one but himself to spot oncoming catastrophe. 
Mother dangles tired calves in cool rushing water. 
White clouds dress a lazy sky. 
There is no breeze, 
the air heavy with late summer damp. 
Mill creek toads croak a loud tune, 
joyous in their ignorance of the creeping seasons. 
I contemplate the sound of water as it pummels fragmented rock, 
wonder if the stone knew it would one day break into a a thousand smaller pieces. 
Thoughtless, one hand goes to the bruised cheek, 

the reason for this holiday spent alone in the company of my mother, ironically safe- 
He will not strike again while there is evidence to remind him of this day. 
Into the stream, 
the dog happily following. 

Water rushes between my ankles and I step lightly across to the other side, 
there a patch of buttercups to be one-by-one plucked, 
each a light to shine on my face. 
I wonder, if one flower can illuminate a girl 
what can a palm-full do? 
Perched now beside my mother, 
blossoms clustered in my hand, 
I ask about a crystal vase, 

the one with her initials embossed near it's foot. 
Back home, I settle for a paper cup, 
lovingly set at my father's supper place. 
I will see him smile and all will be forgot. 



Soliloquy: Walking to a Latrine 
4:30 a.m. 

Stephanie Mesler 

Space Coast and Pasco County, FL 

Why is the patio light turned off outside the RV? 
I can't see the step down. 
Or my shoes. 
Forget my keys. 

Will turning on the light wake up neighbors? 
How upset will they be when it does? 
Do the neighbors own guns? 
I will walk barefoot. 

And, fuck, I think my period has started. 

I am gonna need the bag containing "products for personal care." 

(That's what that "doctor" in the Kotex ads used to call them.) 

The bag is somewhere out here. (I think.) 

Near the picnic table. (Maybe.) 

In the dark. (I hope.) 

I hear something gurgling. 

Is there water in the creek bed now? 

Are there alligators in the water? (This is Florida.) 

Will the alligator know I am menstruating? 

Would an alligator eat a woman who is menstruating? 

I am gonna die. 

In the dark. 

On the trail to the latrine. 

Alone. (Unless you count the gator.) 

Am I tough enough to take out a gator? 

Better be, cuz I am sure as hell not fast enough to outrun one. 

The latrine is dark. 

Which one is for girls? 

Wouldn't it be just my luck to walk in on some old man taking a leak? 

I'd be less traumatized by the gator. 

I find the light switch. 

And a sign that says "men," another, marked "women." 

None for the gators. 

Sitting in a stall. 
This is not so bad. 
Real indoor plumbing. 
Not-too-scratchy toilet paper. 

It's really quiet. 

Quiet is okay. 

Quiet is good. 

Except when there are alligators nearby. 



And snakes. 

Woods have snakes. 

So do creeks. 

Could a snake get into the sewer pipes? 

And crawl up a toilet? 

And bite me... 

down there? 

I can't take a gator and a snake on the same night. 

I do not dally. 

Back on the trail headed back to the trailer, 

I hear something move. (What noise do snakes make?) 

Feel it brush against my ankles. 

Not a gator or snake. 

Something furry scurries away into the woods. (Maybe a really tiny coyote.) 

Back on my patio, 

Sun coming up now. 

There are my shoes! 

I slip them on and wander to the creek. 

I knew there wouldn't be gators. 

Might be snakes. 

I wonder about the coyote. 

Under a bush, snoozing, there are three yellow cats. 



by keeping 



Ink and hand stitching on coffee dyed handmade paper 

Army Mefford 
Tallahassee, FL 




New York 



Ink, watercolor, and hand stitching on coffee dyed handmade paper 

Army Mefford 
Tallahassee, FL 




Sleeping Children 

Ink and hand stitching on coffee dyed handmade paper 

Army Mefford 
Tallahassee, FL 




Lighter Nature 



Robert Annis 

Tampa, FL 

I want to believe there's meaning 

in scenery. Every brick and broom 

placed to stand for something — 

but it's hard to read reality; 

harder than turning Shakespeare Japanese. 

What does it mean: an empty gym 

and there's only one 251b weight; 

the Wendy's is out of large cups 

and medium lids; the onions 

in the grocery store are sprouting 

like a dental patient that mistook Viagra 

for Vicodin. 

I wish foreshadowing were real— 
I want the double take to tell me 
who I'll sleep with; I want 
the flashlight I forgot to take 
out of my glovebox to save me 
from an awful wreck that ends 
up in a mineshaft. 

But I've never experienced a plot 

and I don't think I'd survive 

the fall through its holes. 

Real people are impaled 

on thumbtacks in cubicles 

not poison spears or stalagmites. 



Skin 

Robert Annis 

Tampa, FL 

From the outside 

the stairwell looks like a gumball machine; 

where a wall might stand 
in a stuffier building, 
checkered sheets of glass grant 
optical access for everyone— 

the gumballs falling 
foot over foot down 
each step 

and the guys 



like me: too cheap 

to set a quarter free 

to set it all in motion, 

but free enough of time 

to watch the mechanism churn 

when other people twist it. 

I've forgotten what it feels like 

to believe in god, 

when bread broke wandering eyes 

eying girls and wine, 

before the bible became a novel 

and the priest's sermons, 

fertile as seed spilled onto bedroom carpet, 

bred more shame 

than masturbation. 

There's no giant spring 
kicking candy down the stairs— 

The earth's a marble 

in a sack; fragile as an empty vase 

or the old woman that knocks it over. 



Distractions 



Robert Annis 

Tampa, FL 

The backs of her legs 

exist in space 

with the same shape 

as a book 

opened to its center page: 

perfect symmetry 

with a natural curve. 

She walks like half of our story 

is already behind her. 

She's kneeling 

to tickle the lace of her boot. 

Her fingers work 

slowly; 

she knows I've been watching 

for a while 

and she doesn't care. 

I'd like to write her down 
inside a love letter 
filled with simple phrases: 
tiny images, like stamps, 
that stick to the paper 
and carry my words away. 

I want to make love to her 



with cursive strokes 

and give her a life 

full of words I can't define. 

How many girls 

have I walked behind, 

through the freezer aisle, 

past the bread, 

past the sweating milk bottles 

and fruit that will rot 

before its picked, kissed and swallowed? 

Every romance revives me, 

relieves the scratch of boredom 

for a second 

or an hour— 

I've had a thousand wives 

leave me 

in the dirty light of a Wal-mart. 



